MARGARET IN  STAFFORDSHIRE

money. It was all damned foolery. Did they make
a man a better business man ? Not a bit of it. He
gave instances. It spoiled a man for business by
giving him "false ideas." Some men said that at col-
lege a man formed useful friendships. What use were
friendships to a business man ? He might get to know
lords, but, as my uncle pointed out, a lord's require-
ments in his line of faience were little greater than a
common man's. If college introduced him to hotel
proprietors there might be something in it. Perhaps
it helped a man into Parliament, Parliament still
being a confused retrogressive corner in the world
where lawyers and suchlike sheltered themselves from
the onslaughts of common-sense behind a fog of Latin
and Greek and twaddle and tosh; but I wasn't the
sort to go into Parliament, unless I meant to be a
lawyer. Did I mean to be a lawyer ? It cost no end of
money, and was full of uncertainties, and there
were no judges nor great solicitors among my rela-
tions. "Young chaps think they get on by them-
selves," said my uncle. "It isn't so. Not unless they
take their coats oflf. I took mine off before I was your
age by nigh a year."

We were at cross purposes from the outset, because
I did not think men lived to makefcioney; and I was
obtuse to the hints he was throwingK>ut at the possi-
bilities of his own pot-bank, not wfrfcdly obtuse, but
just failing to penetrate his meaning. Whatever City
Merchants' had or had not done for me, Flack, Top-
ham and old Gates had certainly barred my mistaking
the profitable production and sale of lavatory basins
and bathroom fittings for the highest good. It was
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